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gence. Human beings, no doubt, would cease to
be human beings unless they were inconsistent;
but the inconsistency of the Elizabethans exceeds
the limits permitted to man. Their elements fly
off from one another wildly; we seize them; we
struggle hard to shake them together into a single
compound, and the retort bursts.. How is it pos-
sible to give a coherent account of their subtlety
and their nawete> their delicacy and their brutality,
their piety and their lust? Wherever we look,
it is the same. By what perverse magic were
intellectual ingenuity and theological ingenuous-
ness intertwined in John Donne? Who has ever
explained Francis Bacon? How is it conceiv-
able that the puritans were the brothers of the
dramatists? What kind of mental fabric could
that have been which had for its warp the habits
of filth and savagery of sixteenth-century London
and for its woof an impassioned familiarity with
the splendour of Tamburlaine and the exquisite-
ness of Venus and Adonis ? Who can reconstruct
those iron-nerved beings who passed with rapture
from some divine madrigal sung to a lute by a
bewitching boy in a tavern to the spectacle of
mauled dogs tearing a bear to pieces? Iron-
nerved? Perhaps; yet the flaunting man of
fashion, whose codpiece proclaimed an astonishing
virility, was he not also, with his flowing hair and
his jewelled ears, effeminate? And the curious
society which loved such fantasies and delicacies